TALES OF DESTINT

in the passage-way between the two courtyards of
the temple, set in a deep niche, on which account
it had escaped the notice of the despoilers. It was
the familiar elephant-headed idol of the Hindus,
Ganapati, as I knew they called him, their god of
wisdom and the remover of obstacles according to
their creed.

" Even as I looked, methought that the eyes of the
idol twinkled knowingly and entreatingly at me.
After a moment I saw that this fancy was but due to
the play of the flames on jewels, comprehending
which, I said to myself that the little fat man might
perchance be of some considerable value. So I
plucked him from his resting-place, not without
difficulty, for the base of the idol was fastened by
iron clamps to the altar, and only just in time before
a surge of fire and smoke swept through the vesti-
bule. Then, without more ado, I carried forth this
Ganapati, wrapped in a cotton cloth I had gathered
from one of the slain priests, and tied it to the saddle-
bow of my horse, which had been standing tethered
under a tree close at hand.

" Thus did it come about that, a full month later, I
was seated in my home, in a secret inner chamber
that served me as a treasury, and to which the only
access was through the women's quarters. And before
me on a stool rested the cross-legged figure of the
four-armed and elephant-headed god, fat, com-
placent, smiling, to all appearance recovered from
the fatigues of a journey of near a hundred leagues
and thoroughly contented amidst his new surround-
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